'When, please?'
'Ten years ago.'

She left him without a word. For it was not her tragedy:
it was Mrs Wilcox's.

CHAPTER XXVII
HELEN began to wonder why she had spent a matter of
eight pounds in making some people ill and others angry.
Now that the wave of excitement was ebbing, and had left
her, Mr Bast, and Mrs Bast stranded for the night in a
Shropshire hotel, she asked herself what forces had made
the wave flow. At all events, no harm was done. Margaret
would play the game properly now, and though Helen
disapproved of her sister's methods, she knew that the Basts
would benefit by them in the long run.
*Mr Wilcox is so illogical/ she explained to Leonard,
who had put his wife to bed, and was sitting with her in
the empty coffee-room. * If we told him it was his duty to
take you on, he might refuse to do it. The fact is, he isn't *
properly educated. I don't want to set you against him,
but you'll find him a trial,'
*I can never thank you sufficiently, Miss Schlegel,' was
all that Leonard felt equal to.
*I believe in personal responsibility. Don't you? And in
personal everything. I hate - I suppose I oughtn't to say
that - but the Wilcoxes are on the wrong tack surely. Or
perhaps'it isn't their fault. Perhaps the little thing that
says "I" is missing out of the middle of their heads, and
then it's a waste of time to blame them. There's a nightmare
of a theory that says a special race is being born which will
rule the rest of us in the future just because it lacks the
little thing that says "I". Had you heard that?'
*I get no time for reading.'
'Had you thought it, then? That there are two kinds of.
people - our kind - who live straight from the middle of
their heads, and the other kind who can't, because their
, heads have no middle? They can't say "I". They aren't in [